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attended by Thomson, with a box full of dressings,
and his own servant, who carried a whole set of capital
instruments. He examined the fracture and the wound,
and concluding from a livid colour extending itself
upon the limb, that a mortification would ensue, resolved
to amputate the leg immediately.
This was a dreadful sentence to the patient, who,
recruiting himself with a quid of tobacco, pronounced
with   a   woeful   countenance,   " What!    is   there   no
remedy, doctor?   Must I be docked?   Can't you splice
it?    Odd's heart, if Lieutenant Bowling was here, he
would not suffer Jack Rattlin's leg to be chopped off
like a piece of old junk."   This pathetic address to me,
joined to my inclination to serve my honest friend,
and the reasons I had to believe there was no danger
in  delaying  the  amputation,  induced  me  to   declare
myself of the first mate's opinion, and affirm that the
preternatural colour of the skin was owing to an inflam-
mation occasioned by a contusion, and common in all such
cases, without any indication of an approaching gangrene.
Morgan, who had a great opinion of my skill, mani-
festly exulted in my fellowship, and asked Thomson's
sentiments of the matter,  in  hopes  of strengthening
our association with him too;  but he, being of a meek
disposition,   and   either   dreading   the   enmity  of  the
surgeon, or speaking the dictates of his own judgment,
in a modest manner espoused the opinion of Mackshane,
who by this time, having consulted with himself, deter-
mined to act in such a manner as to screen himself
from censure and at the same time revenge himself
on us, for our arrogance in contradicting him.    With